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Summary 


The gang go to a cat cafe and things go wrong. Thankfully, a little Angel is there to help :) 


This was a story I wrote for a college course, where I exemplified how singular they/them is 
perfectly grammatical. :) 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Rain tapped against the window of a cluttered bedroom, but the warmth of string lights 
hanging from every corner chased away the chill of the clouds outside, and the laughter of 
two friends on the bed stopping the gloom of the day from seeping in. 


“So, glitter or more glitter?” Mabel grinned as she held up two bottles of nail polish, one with 
chunky glitter and one with smaller sparkles. Dib’s eyes flicked between the two bottles, 
before pointing at the smaller glitter polish. “Wonderful choice. You are going to look paws - 
itively amazing for the cats at the cafe.” Mabel said excitedly as Dib groaned from the pun. 


“Boo! Bad joke!” They laughed, earning a playful glare from Mabel. 


“You know, I could leave you to do your nails.” She teased. 


“Hope you like nail polish all over your sheets.” Dib countered as Mabel took their hand and 
began applying a coat of polish, the other leaning forward to let Mabel get a good angle. Her 
tongue poked out from between her lips in concentration, making a smile bloom on Dib’s 
face. 


“You and Dipper both do that.” They observed. 


“Yeah, it's almost like we’re twins.” Mabel snorted, dipping the brush back in the bottle 
before leaning back and admiring her handiwork. “Okay, now don’t touch anything for like, 
20 minutes. If you get nail polish on my stuffed animals P1 kill you.” She said with a teasing 
smile, tightening the cap of the bottle. It was then carelessly tossed into a bin on the floor, 
which clattered as it collided with the rest of the glass tubes of polish inside of it. Dib cringed 
at the noise, holding out their hands as they tried to scoot off the bed without touching it. 


“Ugh, when is Dipper getting home?!” The two heard Pacifica’s voice before the bedroom 
door was pushed open, revealing the annoyed blonde. “Don’t they get off at 1:30? It’s almost 
3 P? 


Dib fumbled with their phone, trying to open imessage without smearing nail polish all over 
the screen. “Uhh, the last text I got was at 2, he said that the bus was late.” 


Pacifica groaned dramatically, walking inside Mabel’s cluttered bedroom and flopping 
dramatically across her bed. “The cat cafe stops taking walk-ins at 4!” As if on cue, the three 
heard the front door open, along with the clatter of keys being tossed on the kitchen table. 
Pacifica sat up with a sigh of relief, while Mabel and Dib ran out to greet Dipper, excitement 
palpable in the air. 


“CAT TIME!” Mabel cried as she greeted her twin with a hug, Dipper grunting from the 
force of her aggressive embrace. 


“Okay, okay, geez...just lemme change out of my uniform.” Dipper pushed at Mabel’s 
shoulders to dislodge her from the death grip she had around his waist, a little harsher than 
intended. He was released, and he stumbled towards his bedroom, ignoring Pacifica’s 
greeting as he passed them in the hall. Dib frowned, exchanging a glance with Mabel, whose 
eyes shone with the same concern. They tilted their head in the direction of the hall, and 
Mabel nodded, the silent conversation ending as Dib left the two to collect their wallets and 
bags in the kitchen as they walked down the hall, poking their head in the doorway of 
Dipper’s bedroom. 


“You okay? You seem grumpy.” Dib asked softly, slipping into the dim room and gently 
clicking the door shut. Dipper looked over as his head popped out of their wet work shirt, 
which was unceremoniously dumped on the ground before being kicked across the room. Dib 
frowned to themself when they noticed the bruise on Dipper’s freckled hip. 


“Work was shit.” Dipper grumbled, face twisting as he rammaged around in the closet for 
something more comfortable than the dirtied grocery store uniform on the floor. “Idiots didn’t 
schedule enough people to work in the fresh foods department, so guess who spent the entire 
day getting sprayed by those hoses that mist the vegetables?” He looked over at Dib with a 
clearly fake smile, huffed through clenched teeth. “Not to mention Wade can’t be bothered to 
look two feet in front of him, considering he walked right into me with a vegetable cart.” He 
gestured to the purple mark on his hip before shrugging the shirt around his broad shoulders, 
letting it flutter open around him as he walked over to snatch the crumpled uniform off the 
floor. “Here. Feel it. Now imagine wearing that for 8 hours.” Dipper held out the shirt to Dib, 
who shuddered when their hand touched the cold, damp fabric. “Not to mention the bus was 
late and it's pouring out.” 


“That doesn’t sound fun.” They frowned, watching Dipper turn and toss the shirt into the 
comer. Stepping closer, Dib wrapped their arms around Dipper’s waist, setting their chin on 
his shoulder. Their fingers fiddled with the buttons on Dipper’s shirt, buttoning it up for him. 
“Well, now you’re in warm, dry clothes, and you’re gonna get to hang out with cats and your 
favorite people. And your favoritest person, me !” 


“Don’t get cocky.” Dipper rolled his green eyes and swatted at Dib’s hands. “Is your nail 
polish dry?” 


Dib’s hands instantly pulled away from Dipper’s shirt, checking the integrity of the sparkly, 
black polish on their hands. “Well, it almost was. My middle finger got dented on one of the 
buttons.” There was a dip in the smooth surface, distorting the glossy shine along it. 


“As long as there’s none on my shirt, I like this one.” Dipper ran his hands down the fabric to 
check for any marks, before taking Dib’s hand and walking out to the foyer with them. 


“Man, what took you two so long? Did you take a one-way trip to smoochville?” Mabel 
teased, making Dipper’s freckled cheeks turn pink. 


p? 


“What?! N-no! I was gone for like, two minutes, Mabel!” He gestured defensively before 
crossing his arms and looking away. Dib laughed, ruffling the brown mop of hair atop 
Dipper’s head before pressing a kiss there as he let out a huff. 


“You’re so grumpy.” Dib’s mouth curled into a smirk as the brunette glared at him. 


“Look, as much as I like teasing Dipper, can we please get going?” Pacifica said impatiently, 
tapping a high heel against the floor, the rhythmic clacks of the heel acting as a manifestation 
of their restlessness. “If I go 20 minutes without petting a cat, I’m going to explode.” 


“Well, lucky for us, the cafe is 15 minutes away.” Dipper grabbed his car keys and herded the 
group out the door, checking it was locked behind him before walking to the parking lot. 
Dipper examined his friends' backs as he jogged to catch up, smiling to himself as it looked 
like the four of them were all going to different events. Mabel was dressed in loud, bright 
colours, ones that would clash on anyone else but she just seemed to make work. Pacifica 


was sporting a matching mauve sweater and skirt, along with a white blouse and long white 
socks, and their heels clicked against the floor with an air of authority. Meanwhile, Dib stuck 
out like a sore thumb, dressed entirely in black, taller than everyone else and wearing a wide- 
brim hat that served to make them look even taller. Dipper glanced down at the flannel and 
jeans he wore, which now felt very lame in comparison. Everyone else looked so nice, while 
Dipper had forgotten to even run a brush through his hair. 


“SHOTGUN!” Mabel cried as the group entered the parking garage, pulling Dipper from his 
mildly bitter thoughts as his bubbly sibling ran ahead, grabbing the handle of the passenger 
door and yanking at it, despite the fact the car was still locked. 


“Aw come on!” Dib whined. “Why can’t I sit next to my partner?” 


“Because watching you two make goo-goo eyes at each other is terrifying when Dipper is 
supposed to be watching the road.” Pacifica joked. “Also your music taste sucks, and even 
though Mabel’s isn’t much better, I’d rather be subjected to 80s pop music than whatever the 
hell your playlist is made of.” 


“Oh, come on, Blink-182 and My Chemical Romance are classics, you guys are just 
uncultured.” Dib groaned as they got in the car, a cacophony of seatbelts clicking filling the 
car as Dipper started the engine. Mabel excitedly snatched up the aux cord, fumbling with it 
for a moment before scrolling through an “80s hits” playlist on spotify, the familiar synths of 
“ Girls Just Wanna Have Fun ” floating from the speakers. She reached for the volume knob, 
only for her wrist to be snatched by her sibling. 


“Shotgun picks music, driver controls volume.” 


“Ugh, fine.” Mabel leaned back in the seat, bobbing along to the beat as Dipper maneuvered 
his way through the tight turns of the parking lot. “I queued a Bon Jovi song next for your 
goth ass, Dib.” 


While the outside world was wet and rainy, the energy in the car was immune to the somber 
grey clouds hanging in the sky. Mabel belted out a wonderful rendition of “Walking on 
Sunshine”, her cheerful attitude infectious as everyone eventually started singing along as 
well. 


As soon as the car rolled to a stop, Pacifica was the first one out, heels clicking on the wet 
pavement as they rushed up the stairs in order to secure a reservation. The others followed 
them, but based on the deserted parking lot, their worries of not getting a reservation were 
unfounded. The rest of the group was greeted by a chiming bell and the scent of coffee, 
Dipper’s eyes finding Pacifica already at the bar, chatting with the barista and fumbling with 
their purse. Mabel and Dib were immediately drawn to the big window that separated the 
cafe lobby from the cat room, squeals of excitement filling the room. Dipper watched the duo 
for a moment, a soft smile blooming on his face, before flicking his gaze back to Pacifica, 
who beckoned him to come over. 


“See? We told ya it’d be fine.” Dipper gave them a nudge as he approached the counter. 


“If I hadn’t rushed you all, we wouldn’t have even gotten here at all. All of you take forever 
to get ready.” Pacifica tossed their blonde hair over their shoulder. 


“That’s a hypocritical statement if I’ve ever heard one.” Dipper replied, taking the ipad from 
them and signing the rules and waiver for going and playing with the cats. 


“Guys, get over here and sign this.” Pacifica grabbed Dib and Mabel’s attention, who 
bounded over and crowded around the ipad. Dipper ordered his friends’ coffee before Mabel 
handed the signed forms back. 


The barista politely ushered the four over to a set of two doors. “TIl bring you your drinks in 
a moment, please don’t open the second door until I close this one, so the cats don’t try to 
make a run for it.” They said as they unlocked the first one, shutting it behind the group. 
Mabel couldn’t contain herself any longer and pushed open the second door to enter the cafe 
floor, the rest following her inside. Mabel sat next to one of the cat trees, and Pacifica picked 
up one of the feather toys to shake and entice some of the cats over. Some of the more 
curious cats crept out from under couches and cat trees, while Dib nestled themself into a 
nook by the window, and Dipper joined them after a moment. 


“Oh, how fitting.” Dipper laughed as a small black kitten trotted up, mewing at the two and 
curiously sniffing at Dib’s legs. “Of course you’d attract the black cat.” He teased. Dib 
flashed him a smile as Dipper scooped the cat up. He checked the little collar around its neck, 
reading the name written around it. “His name is Moxxie. 8 months old.” 


The kitten mewled loudly, as if to reply to Dipper’s acknowledgement. “Yes, that’s you.” He 
cooed at the cat, scratching behind Moxxie’s ears as the fluffy kit stood up to brace its paws 
against his chest, craning its neck to sniff at his face. Dipper bent down to bridge the gap 
between him and the kitten, the tickle of Moxxie’s whiskers making him squeeze his eyes 
shut and laugh. Dib practically melted watching the scene unfold, reaching over to stroke 
their hand down Moxxie’s back, which caught the cat’s attention. Dipper hissed slightly as 
the kitten unsheathed its claws in order to jump from Dipper’s legs and to Dib’s. 


“Oh, hi baby...” Dib cooed, letting the kitten climb up their shirt and nestle against their 
chest. Dib gently pet Moxxie’s soft fur, eventually feeling the vibrations of purrs against their 
hand. “Oh my god, Dipper, listen!” 


“Aww, he likes you!” Dipper’s voice was full of warmth as he began petting Moxxie as well, 
who relished in the attention and kneaded its paws into Dib’s stomach. Dib almost felt like 
crying from how cute the cat was, though the tranquil bubble they’d found themself in burst 
when an attendant entered the room. Moxxie turned and looked towards the noise, and he 
jumped down to trot over them, thinking it was mealtime. Dib wiped his eyes as two iced 
coffees were set on the table beside them. The two both murmured thank yous, and Dipper 
grabbed the cup labelled with almond milk. He put the straw to his lips and gazed out the 
window at the street outside. The rain had slowed, but people were still hunched under 
umbrellas, quickly power walking in order to get to home and out of the rain. 


Two new cats approached, hopping up to watch Dib and Dipper sip on their coffees. Neither 
were as affectionate as Moxxie, but just having the cats curled up nearby was cute and 
calming. Dib absentmindedly stroked the tabby beside them, eyes still slightly wet despite the 
fact they were no longer overwhelmed. 


“We should get a cat.” Dib mused aloud. 


“Absolutely not. Our apartment is enough of a shitshow.” Dipper countered jokingly, before 
softly adding, “Maybe someday though. When we get a better place, yeah?” 


Dib nodded with a frown, knowing that Dipper was right. Four people in a cramped 
apartment made it messy enough, the addition of a cat would definitely not help the state of 
the place. Dib watched Dipper pick up one of the cat toys from the floor, bobbing a feathery 


bell in front of him to entice a calico that had come near the pair. Dib watched the cat pounce 
and swat at the jingling toy, Dipper’s laughter making them smile around the straw in their 
mouth as their nose twitched slightly. 


“Aw, bye.” Dipper pouted when the cat got bored and trotted over to investigate what Mabel 
was doing with a crinkle toy. He sat back, taking his coffee off the table to sip it, when Dib 
sneezed. Dipper startled, and the cats nearby fled from the noise. Dib sniffled, wiping their 
face with their sleeve, though this just seemed to make their face and nose itchier. “Hey, are 
you okay?” Dipper put the toy down and gently touched Dib’s shoulder. 


“Yeah, I think I just like, got cat hair on my face or something and it made my nose itch. I’m 
fine.” They assured, but seconds later sneezed again. 


“Hey! Dib! You’re scaring the cats!” Pacifica pouted as Moxxie had scurried away from them 
to hide under the couch. 


“Sorry, sorry!” Dib replied, wiping their face before sneezing a third time. 


“Okay, maybe we should go to the bathroom so you can use tissues instead of your sleeve.” 
Dipper pulled them to stand, guiding them out of the room. He collected paper towels from 
the dispenser in the bathroom, handing them to Dib just in time to catch their fourth sneeze. 


“Dude, are you allergic to cats?” 


Dib’s watery eyes met Dipper’s, wavering in uncertainty. “Uh, I hope not..” They sniffled, 
though it was pretty obvious at this point they were. 


“Oh, come here.” Dipper pulled Dib’s jacket off, moving it from them, since it was covered 
in cat hair. Dib wiped their face some more, and Dipper slipped to the front of the cafe. 


“Uh, hey, my uh, friend might have just found out they’re allergic to cats...” He said 
sheepishly as he approached the barista, who perked up from the coffee grinder they were 


cleaning. 


“Oh, we keep benadryl back here for emergencies.” They handed the bottle of pink pills to 
Dipper, who said a quiet thank you and returned to Dib, handing them the bottle and his own 
latte to wash the pills down with. 


“Ew, yours has almond milk.” Dib whined as they realized Dipper hadn’t grabbed both their 
drinks on the way out. They rubbed their eyes, immediately sneezing after doing so, making 
Dipper pull Dib to the sink. 


“Wash your hands, you’re just rubbing more dander into your eyes every time you do that.” 
He chided lightly, taking a couple more paper towels and running them under the water, 
cupping Dib’s face and swiping the wet towel across their eyes before patting them dry with 
another sheet. “There, hopefully that helps get some of it off your face.” 


Dib blew their nose a couple more times, before walking out to the front area of the cafe and 
sitting down at one of the tables, jealously watching Mabel and Pacifica play with the cats. 
“This blows. Now we’ll never get a cat.” They slumped over the table, staring out the 
window at the miserable weather. 


“I know, honey.” Dipper ran his fingers through Dib’s hair and sighed. He was silent for a 
moment, before reaching over and squeezing their hand. “Do you want a new drink? You 
probably wouldn’t wanna drink from the old one anymore.” Dib nodded, and Dipper got up 
to order a new drink for them, but found that the bar was abandoned. Dipper glanced around, 
confused for a moment, before the barista emerged from the employees only section of the 
cat room, holding a small, white cat. Dipper jumped on the defensive, stepping in front of 
them and gesturing to Dib. “Oh, hey, they’re allergic, remember?” 


“Oh, I know. I just saw how sad you both looked and wanted you to meet this little angel.” 
They held up the cat to show Dipper. “She’s an oriental shorthair, which are considered to be 
generally hypoallergenic.” The kitten’s big ears perked up, and the barista handed her to 
Dipper to cradle. “You guys can hang out with her out front, just make sure she doesn’t run 
away.” 


Dipper nodded dutifully, before turning back to catch the barista before they walked away. 
“Oh! Uh, do you think we could get another latte?” They nodded with a smile, and Dipper 


turned to bring the cat over to Dib, who gave him a confused look as the cat was deposited in 
their lap. 


“Are you trying to kill me?” They joked, leaning back from the kitten in their lap. 


“She’s hypoallergenic.” Dipper assured, and he watched Dib’s face light up, looking back 
down at the little cat, who was sniffing at their shirt. They ran their hands along the cat’s 
short fur, glancing at the collar around their neck and cooing softly. 


“Her name tag is right, she’s a little angel.” Dib pointed to the name on the collar, before 
returning their attention to Angel, cooing and petting the very content cat. “You look so silly, 
your ears are too big for your little face.” They cupped her face and Angel flicked her tail in 
response, before they were distracted by the barista setting the new latte on the table in front 
of them. 


Dipper perked up and stuffed his hand in his pocket, “Oh, lemme-” he started, but was cut off 
before he could pull his wallet out. 


“No need, it's on the house.” 


Dipper smiled in appreciation before returning his gaze to Dib and Angel, the kitten 
snuggling and purring against their chest. Though the chairs out in the front room weren’t as 
comfortable as the ones in the cat room, Dib still managed to curl up and rest comfortably 
with the purring kitten nestled against their stomach, kneading her paws into the dorky band 
shirt Dib was wearing. 


Dipper felt like time had flown by too quickly, the little timer at the bar going off and 
signaling that the hour was up. Mabel and Pacifica reluctantly left the cat room, carrying 
Dib’s forgotten drink to throw away. 


“Hey, I thought you were allergic.” Pacifica pointed at the sleeping cat in Dib’s lap. 


“Apparently this breed doesn’t trigger allergies for some reason.” Dipper explained. 


Dib leaned down and kissed the top of Angel’s head, who trilled happily. “I’m sorry, I’ve 
gotta go.” They pouted, talking to the cat. “Thank you for being such a good kitty.” They 
punctuated the sentence with another kiss to the top of Angel’s head, who mewled up at 
them. Dipper frowned, watching Dib tearfully say goodbye to Angel, and this time he knew 
the tears weren’t from allergies. He turned to glance at the clock, before he approached the 
barista. 


“Hey, uh, I know you guys let people adopt the cats here, and I was wondering like...” He 
said in a low voice while gesturing to Dib, who was letting Mabel and Pacifica pet Angel. 
“How do we do that?” 


The barista laughed softly as they handed Dipper the paperwork. “If you don’t mind a wait, 
we can get the papers processed in about an hour.” 


“Thank you so much.” Dipper smiled at them, glancing at his friends to make sure none of 
them were watching. He quickly scribbled his information on the forms, pulling his license 
out of his wallet and pushing the papers across the bar. The barista nodded silently and 
walked to the back room to get the other attendant. 


“T guess we gotta go now, huh?” Dib said as Dipper returned, trying to hide the 
disappointment in their voice. 


“Well, we gotta wait for Angel’s paperwork.” Dipper replied, unable to hide the smile on his 
face. 


“Huh?” Dib lifted their head, confusion flashing in their eyes before their jaw dropped. “You 
didn’t.” 


“I did!” 


“Really?!” Mabel exclaimed before Dib could speak. She grabbed Pacifica by the shoulders, 
shaking them excitedly. “We’re gonna be cat parents! !” 


“How are we gonna...” Dib worriedly looked down at Angel. They didn’t want to adopt a cat 
if they couldn’t afford to take care of her. 


“My job just gave me a raise.” Pacifica said dizzily as Mabel stopped shaking them. 


“I can spare enough for her too. Don’t worry, she’ ll be taken care of.” Dipper assured his 
partner with a pat on the head. Dib looked down at the cat in their lap, who seemed to sense 
their excitement, meeting their gaze with big, blue eyes. Though Pacifica and Mabel pet her, 
Angel didn’t leave Dib’s lap the entire time they waited for the papers to process. After about 
an hour, the barista called Dipper over to the counter. 


“The adoption fee is 100 dollars, and we provide a pet carrier, a litter box with a bag of litter, 
and a collar with tags.” The barista explained as they set the items on the counter while 
Dipper swiped his card. He was also handed a folder. “That has Angel’s medical records and 
adoption certificate.” 


Dipper beamed, thanking them before taking the carrier and other supplies over to where his 
friends were sitting. Dib took the collar, carefully clipping it around Angel’s neck as Dipper 
unzipped the carrier. It took some persuasion to get her into the carrier, since Angel 
stubbornly refused to leave Dib’s lap until she was enticed with a treat. 


The group thanked the barista multiple times before leaving, being sure to grab all the things 
that were provided for Angel, as well as Dib’s jacket, before walking to the car. This time, 
Dib got to sit shotgun, protectively holding Angel’s carrying case with a hand slipped 
through the zipper, gently stroking her back. Dib worried that Angel would be scared in the 
car, but the little cat proved to be very brave, calmly purring in Dib’s lap the whole way 
home. As soon as Dipper stopped the car, Dib and Mabel rushed ahead into the apartment 
complex, eager to show Angel her new forever home. Dipper got to the doorway, seeing that 
Dib and Mabel had picked Angel up and were now leading her around the apartment, 
pointing at things and giving the new cat the grand tour of the place. 


“What are we gonna tell the landlord?” Pacifica snorted. 


“What if we just didn't?” Dipper joked. 


“Good plan.” The blonde replied without a hint of sarcasm in their voice. Dipper was about 
to say something, but Pacifica had left his side, kicking off their heels and clearing their 
throat to get Dib and Mabel’s attention. “Okay, you crazies, put Angel down, you’re 
overwhelming the poor thing. Go change and throw your clothes in the wash, you’re covered 
in cat hair and we don’t wanna make Dib feel worse.” 


The two scurried off to their rooms, Angel trotting behind Dib and sitting dutifully in front of 
their door. Dipper and Pacifica changed as well, before meeting back up in the living room. 


“Alright,” Pacifica announced, “we gotta kitten-proof this place. Mabel, grab some duct tape 
and tape up any exposed wires so Angel doesn’t chew on them, and Dib, pick up any junk on 
the floor she could choke on.” 


“And what about you?” Dib asked, placing a hand on their hip. “You needa do something to 
help.” 


“Dipper is going to take me to get cat food and some other essentials.” Pacifica gestured to 
themself with a perfectly manicured hand. “I just got paid so I can cover it.” 


Dib’s annoyance faded into appreciation, and went to grab a trash bag to begin cleaning up 
the various empty soda cans and ramen cups scattered around the apartment to ensure 

Angel’s safety. The kitten followed their every step, curiosity shining in her blue eyes. She 
wasn’t even scared by the rustling bag or the loud crunches of cans, choosing to tag along. 


“Aww, look, she’s helping!” Mabel cooed as Dib tried to keep an eye on the small cat to 
ensure they didn’t step on her. 


“I would prefer it if she didn’t put her body in the perfect place to accidentally get kicked.” 
Dib replied, but smiled as Angel rubbed against their leg. Kitten-proofing an entire apartment 
proved to be a more exhausting task than originally expected, not to mention the drowsiness 


from the benadryl was starting to take hold of them. By the time the two finished, Dib was 
exhausted, collapsing onto the beaten up couch in the living room. They were quickly joined 
by Angel stretching across their lap, making Dib coo and sleepily place a hand on her back. 
Mabel put on some TV, but kept the volume low so Dib wouldn’t be disturbed, allowing them 
to drift off, lulled by the purrs of their newfound best friend. 


End Notes 


CONGRATS! You just read and comprehended an entire story that uses singular they/them 
and doesn’t use plural they/them at all! It’s almost like singular they/them is perfectly 
grammatical and easily understood! Anyways plz give me an A <3 i literally had to teach 
myself HTML coding to make the website I made for this: 


https://singulartheythem.tumblr.com/ 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


